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both his visitor and himself those long and useless
pauses between the preliminary courtesies and the
inspection of the Baudouins. His proceedings
thereby gained a certainty and a mastery which did
him honour*

Madame de Gromance gave" immediate proof of
a tapt for which Panneton was grateful. Without
so much as a glance at the throne of Parma and
Modena, and leaving on the right the Napoleonic
swan's neck, she sat on the flowered Beauvais sofa
like a Parisienne. Clotilde had languished among
the smaller landed gentry of the department and
had had attentions paid to her by some rather
under-bred young men ; but the meaning of life
was dawning upon her. She had racked her brains
over money matters and was beginning to under-
stand what social duty entailed. She did not dislike
Panneton excessively. Partially bald, with very
black hair brushed smoothly over his temples, and
large prominent eyes, he looked like a lovesick
apoplectic, and made her feel rather inclined to
laugh, satisfying that craving for the comic element
in love of which she had always been conscious.
No doubt she would have preferred a magnificent
young man, but she was inclined to facile gaiety
and the sort of amusement which a man derives
from jokes of a rather highly salted nature and a
certain kind of ugliness. After a moment of very